THE RAPE OF LVGRECE. 

At this requeft, with noble difpofition, 

Each prefent Lord began to promife aide, 

As bound in Knighthood to her impofStion, 

Longing to heare the hatefull Foe bewraide. 

But lhee that yet her fad taske hath not Laid, 

The proteftation hops, 6 fpeake quoth fhee, 
How may this forced ftaine be wip’d from me? 

W hat is the qualitie of my offence 

Being conftrayn’d with dreadful! circumftance ? 

• May my pure mind with the fowle ad difpence 
My low declined Honor to aduance? 

May anie termes acquit me from this chance ? 

•The poy foned fountaine cleares it felfe agaijje. 
And why not I from this compelled ftaine ?. 

With this they all at once began to faiey 
Her bodies ftaine, her mind vntainted cleares,. 
While with a ioylefle fmile, fhee turnes awaie 
The face, that map which deepeimpreflion beares 
Of hard misfortune, earn’d it in with tears. 

> • No no, quothihee,no Dame hereafter liuing, 

*• By my excufe Hi all claim e excufes giuing. 

Here 
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THE RAPE OF LVGRECE. 

Here with a figh as if her heart would breake, 

Shee throwesforth Tarqvins name:he he, fhe faies, 
But more then he, her poore tong could not fp eake, 
Till after manic accents and delaies, 

-Vntimelie breathings, ficke and fhort affaies, 

Shee v tters this, he he faire Lords, tis he 
That guides this hand to giue this wound to me. 

• Euen here (lie Iheathed in her harmlefle breaft 

- A harmfull knife, that thence her fbule vnfheathed, 
That blow did bailcitfrom the deepevnreft 
Ofthat polluted prifbn, where it breathed: 

- Her contrite fighes vnto the clouds bequeathed 

Her winged fprite, & through her wouds doth flie 
- Lines faffing date, from cancel’d deftinie. 

Stone ftill,aftoniiht with this deadlie deed, 

Stood C o l a t i n e, and all his Lordly crew, 

Till L v c r e c e Father that beholds her bleed, 
Himfelfe, on her felfe-flaughtred bodie threw, 

And from the purple fountaine Brvtvs drew 
The murdrous knife, and as it left the place, 

Her bloud in poore rcuenge, held it in chafe. 

M a . 
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